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this fact with sentimentality. The following passage echoes repre-
sentative sentiments.
Mr. Mustache was talking to the bunch before the Sing started. He
said getting old was like a hill. "A man's life up to 40 is like going up a
hill. It seems a pretty long time, your life up to 40, then right after that
you start getting old; it's like you were going down hill. Every day some-
thing new happens to you, some new wrinkle comes on you or your hair
gets white. It seems like you are going down hill, and you hurry more.
When you are young, if you get a new hat, new clothes, it looks pretty
good, people like to look at you, but when you are old, the new things
don't look any good on you, just look funny. The young people, they
watch you, the way you do things, and they laughing at you. When you
are young you like all your food, all the different kinds of meat, the way
they taste. When you are old you can't taste nothing hardly, it all taste
the same, and you haven't any teeth to bite it with anyway.
"The way I look at it," says Mr. Mustache, "here you are over here,
and over there are the People that make old age and put it on you. They
look at you and they talk about you. One says, 'He has a pretty good
tooth there, let's pull it out. Let's put the deaf in his ears, make his eyes
so he can't see. He's got a lot of hair, let's pull it out. You work on one
knee there, and make it bad for him, and I'll work on the other.* An old
man is like a baby, needs some one to look after him, but he is worse than
a baby, the baby has it better. The mother will care for and wash the
baby, but nobody will do that for the old man. No one wants to come
near him. At night when he tries to sleep his body itches all over, and
he scratches all the time, tears his clothes off and don't sleep good. His
skin and body have no sickness, just need scratching."
Someone else went on. "It is truth. Old age is something we all got
to go through. All the young ones, boys, girls, even babies and the
womens, they all got to go, and white people and Navaho and Mexicans,
and all different tribes, it don't make no difference. There is no way
around, all got to go through old age."
A Navaho leader in his late forties expressed himself as follows:
The best period in a man's life lies between the ages of 25 and 60. At
25 you begin to know things. You know what is right and what is wrong.
You begin to learn a lot of stories about the old days, and you begin to
learn more all the time. After 60 they begin to slip away from you and
you forget things.
The treatment of the aged varies greatly. A Singer who retains
his memory can continue to be an important person even when